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Summary:
Andrew has accepted his sister's feelings for him, and they're living happily together peacefully, their lives having settled down in the months after quarantine. But there are lingering reminders of the things they experienced...

Work Text:
Yaaaaaaawn

Getting up from Andrew's lap, I make a point of stretching out. The night is late, and the credits of a horror movie are rolling. He's the first to speak up.

"What'd you think of it?"

"Meh. It wasn't scary at all."

"It's hard to imagine a movie scaring you when you're more horrifying than any movie villain..."

I punch his shoulder playfully for that remark.

"Rude! But maybe we should make a movie ourselves, I could totally do better than this crap."

"I'd rather we not go to prison for such a shallow reason..."

"Boo, you're no fun. We've gotten away with everything anyways."

Andrew sighs at my carefree attitude.

"Yeah. Because I've been carefully planning to cover our tracks, not broadcast them to the world."

"Just do both at the same time, what's the big deal?"

"Easy for you to say, when you don't help at all! All you're good for is making more messes for me to clean up."

"Haha! You'd get bored without me though, right? We've been having fun!"

He doesn't respond to that beyond letting out a bigger sigh. But as much as he hates to admit it, I know he really has been enjoying our misadventures.

"C'mon, let's get ready for bed."

-

I finish getting ready first, and sit on the edge of our shared bed waiting for him. When he approaches, he bends to give me a kiss. Mmn... not content with a short kiss, he doesn't let up, and leans forward greedily, pushing me down onto my back.

"Mmn, Andrew! Feeling bold tonight, huh? I like it..."

God, my brother is so hot.

I want her.

"I love you", I tell her between kisses.
"Mmn... I love you too..."

I stroke her face while we share a loving smile. Romantic moments like these have become part of our everyday life as we fall deeper and deeper in love. A few months ago I never would have imagined being like this as brother and sister, but we're closer than ever now.

Looking at Ashley below me, I'm taken by her beauty. I can't help but be drawn in to the allure of my sister's neck, her beautiful pale skin accentuated by her signature black choker. I reach out to rub her neck, placing my hand on her smooth skin. As I do, Ashley recoils in fear, scrambling backwards to get away from me.

"No, no, no, no!!! Please don't kill me... don't kill me... don't kill me... I'm so sorry..."

"Eh? Wha-?"

I'm left dumbfounded, completely unexpecting that reaction.

"Please... I'm begging you.... I'll be better... I'll behave... please don't kill me..."

I've never seen my sister like this before. Her eyes are trembling in fear.

"Ashley, I'm not going to hurt you, okay? Here..."

I climb onto the bed and reach out with the intention of petting her head for reassurance, but it only scares her more, and she pulls further away.

"I don't know what I did wrong... but I'm sorry... I'm so sorry... I love you... so please don't hurt me..."

Ashley continues to plead and plead, my words failing to register. I have never hated myself more than in this moment. This is my fault. I did this to her. I'm a complete failure as a brother.

I hold up my hands in front of my chest, making a gesture to indicate I'm not trying to do anything. I relax on my knees, leaving them at a slant, and beckon to Ashley to come lay in my lap, knowing it's her favorite place.

"Come here, Ashley. I love you. You didn't do anything wrong. I'm not going to hurt you, I promise."

Ashley seems to calm down a little, and stares at me timidly. After a while, she meekly crawls over to me. "Promise?"

"I mean it."

I can't help but feel like I'm reaching out to a stray kitten. An abandoned, abused cat... I wince, knowing I'm the one who abused her. It was one single time, and one time too many... the worst mistake of my life. But this wasn't the time to be wallowing in self-loathing. The important thing was making sure Ashley was okay. Putting on a gentle smile, I try to reassure her again.

"Your big brother is here for you, Ashley."

I can't resist his invitation any longer, and plop down, resting my head in his lap. My safe place. I feel the worst of my anxiety melt away as he gently strokes my hair. I love my brother so much... he's always been there for me, and I find solace in his comfort.

Still, there are unpleasant memories lingering. The hand that is treating me so tenderly now once choked me to within an inch of my life. I've never felt like this before, even at the time it happened, but when I felt his hand on my throat again that experience came surging back to me. It's made worse by the fact I'm so happy now... back then, I wouldn't have minded dying, but I don't want to lose what I have now.

His words from back then echo in my mind. 'Maybe I'll just end you here and be done with it'. They were so cold and uncaring. It might've been less terrifying if he had merely said it out of anger or rage, but the emotionless detachment with which he was prepared to kill me haunts me.

That was the only time I had ever seen anything like that. For my entire life, he's been there protecting me. And lately he's been so kind and gentle to me. If it weren't for that one moment, I could never in my life imagine him hurting me. And yet...

That one moment happened. It could happen again. Right now, if he wanted to, he could take the hand that's affectionately tending to me and snap my neck with it. It would be over in a moment, and there's nothing I could do about it. My life is completely in his hands.

...but I guess that's not so bad. I don't mind trusting him with my life. It's only because of him that I've even made it this far. And if he decides I need to die... I must deserve it. It was my fault last time, too... I said such horrible, hurtful things to him. If I hadn't made him snap, it never would have happened.

When I think about it like that, I feel more relieved. After all, I live for my brother. If he doesn't think it's worth keeping me around, then I'm a useless waste of air and would be better off dead anyways. I'll do my best to be good to him... hopefully I never disappoint him again, but if I do, it makes sense for him to kill me. Yeah... I trust his judgment.

A long while passes with Ashley in my lap. She's so soft and warm, delicate... I can't believe I ever tried to hurt her. She eventually looks up at me breaks the silence.

"Hey, Andrew."

"Yeah? Are you feeling okay now?"

"Never better. Listen... I trust you. If I'm ever being such a bitch that you want to kill me, you can do it. It was my bad for freaking the fuck out like that."

.....................

"Ashley..."

I am a complete fuck-up, huh. The sister I raised is blaming herself for being scared of me. And saying something deeply, deeply concerning.

"I won't ever hurt you again. I love you more than anything, and I couldn't live without you." Wow, is it difficult to say such an embarrassing line to my sister with a straight face. But it's true. "It's not your fault. You have every right to be scared of me."

"Hah, since when did you get so sappy? I'm tellng you, I'm not scared now. Like I said, I trust you. Up to you how you use my trust."

'Use'... sigh. I gently lift her head so I can shift positions, laying next to her face-to-face.

"I don't know how long it'll take. But I'll make you understand, one way or another, how much I really love you."

With that bold declaration, he kisses me passionately.

"Mmn--! Mmn, mm, mmmnn...."

...this is nice. I always knew Andrew had a hopeless romantic side, but it's only recently that I've been able to experience it. Yeah... let's just not think about the past. The brother in front of me now is so much more loving and affectionate... mmn... I can just lose myself in him without a worry. Our love is bliss... there's no room for those unhappy thoughts.

"Andrew... mmmmnnn... I love you... mmn..."
"I love you too, Ashley. So much more than you think."

Ahh... his words are so sweet... I feel like I'm melting into his embrace. I want this comfortable feeling to last forever.